was going straight to ruin among those racing men; she
has even got him to work a little'. I did not hear your
name mentioned. I judge that another woman took sides
with him against you at the time of your trouble in
the Five Cities?"

"Yes, Father."

"I will not blame love," the saint said. "All love is
an image of the divine love. You used your love wholly
for a man's great advantage and the right use of his
talents; all that I approve."

"All my life has ended," Theodora said. "I know not
what to do. I gave Hekebolos all that I had to give of
thought and feeling. Now my life is dead in my heart."

"I do not see you as dead," the saint said. "I see you
as tested. It is at the outset that candidates are tested.
You know the language of the racing-men. You have
been run in a trial heat."

"Yes," she said bitterly, "and beaten, and driven out
of the Stadium, lame. I ask for some shed where a lame
horse can wait for death, or some knacker's yard where
such a creature can be knocked on the head."

"There are no such places for living human souls,"
the saint said. "You have been set in a great stage, and
given great gifts, and are now tried and proven fit for
great things. You will remain in the world; and the
verdict of the world is very much that of the poets, who
take the side of the prodigal, who loves. You have been
tried in a lesser chaos, with a poor helper. You will be
tried in a greater chaos, with others of greater strength,"

"I have no strength left; no love left. I loathe the
very thought of all my life with Hekebolos."

"Yes, perhaps. You said a moment ago that your life
is dead in your heart. There are all sorts of lives in
the heart; when one dies another springs. In one sense
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